22                     AMONG THE BEDOUINS

As a matter of fact, we passed through these hills un-
molested, without seeing a living soul.

On the following day, however, among the rock gorges
less than six hours' ride from Amman, Fouad, who was
some paces ahead of me in the narrow defile, turned a
sharp angle, and exclaimed with bitter finality:

"Ya wail immi! [Alas, what grief for my mother!]"

In the instant before my mare's head also came around
the angle, I failed to understand the significance of his
mournful ejaculation. I couldn't imagine what we had
come upon in this lonely spot that might cause grief to
an old woman back in the hills of the Lebanon. I in-
vented a long-lost second son, lying dead or wounded in
our path.

I was totally surprised when confronted instead by six
dirty and evil-looking men on horseback, with rifles across
their saddle pommels.

Even then, I was not sure they meant to rob us, for
not a weapon was leveled, and no rifle or pistol was
raised at any moment during the queer little drama that
ensued. It turned out afterward that we had been
"covered" by two of their companions who were dis-
mounted and hidden among those rocks.

After his first cry of pain, Fouad behaved splendidly.
He had exchanged some words, which I could not follow,
with the Bedouin who seemed to be in command, and now
said to me:

"Our lives shall be spared, but we must be deprive.d
of all our goods. And they mean also to deprive us of
our horses. Yet the garments upon our backs may re-
main to us, and our water bag, that we may proceed by
foot to Amman/*